
November 29, 1991 



Glassboro State College 



November 29, 1991 



Vol. 26, No. 2 




Glassboro State College's Alternative in Information bCnte^ 




by Robert Klein 



by June Bretz 
and Sharon DiSebastian 



Opinion 



3 Venue Views 

Editorials 

5 American Gladiators 

Masculinity tryouts. 

7 Photo Poll 

What would you be willing to pay to see 
on Pay-Per-View television? 



Features 



4 HIV on Campus 

The college community and AIDS. 

6 Thrifting 

Save money but look cool! by Matthew Reece 

10 A Slice of Americana on Route 322 

Take a road trip with us. by Christopher J. Baptiste 

14 Herman's House by Brian Smith 

Take a house tour with us. and Deborah Smith 

18 How to Survive on Ten Dollars 
A Week and Love It 

Living on pennies a day. by Ellysa A. Stern 



by Christopher f. Baptiste 



Entertainment 



8 Prime Cuts 

Capitalism is killing music. 

12 Cinema Scoping 

Kings, Finks, Supers and Roses. 

19 Bonus Book Review 

Needful Things 



edited by Andrew Nelson 

edited by Anthony Azzarano 
and Robert Klein 



by Dave Evans 



About Our Cover 




cover 



Pftoto /Jeffrey M Soe|e 



Jack Lester stands in front of his Hub- 
cap Pyramid, waiting for his next cus- 
tomer to roll off of Rt. 322. 



Staff 

Editors in Chief 

Robert Klein 
Jeffrey M. Bosie 

Senior Editor 

Christopher J. Baptiste 

Business Manager 

Brian Smith 

Associate Editors 

Anthony Azzarano 
Jill Lorentzen, Andrew Nelson 

Art Director 

Don McPartland 

Photo Coordinator 

Matthew Reece 

Production Assistants 

Dave Evans, Sharon Herbert 
Deborah Smith 

Personnel 

Darren Bernstein, June Bretz 
Bill Brown, Sharon DiSebastian 
Laura Carney, Christina Jackyra 
Matthew S. Kordelski 
Troy L. Merrick, Robert Nolan 
Yeditza Velez 

Contributors 

Jim Blatz, Ed Cilurso 
Kimberly Donahue, Matthew Green 
Ellysa A. Stern, Ernest Vecchione 

Special Thanks 

To Bea Schwartz, Rusty 
and the Betty Ford Clinic. 



Advisor 

Eileen Master 



Printer 

Vanguard, Elmer, NJ 



VENUE Is published by the students of Glassboro 
State College. All opinions expressed are strictly 
those of their authors. Submissions, comments and 
signed letters may be sent to VENUE, Publications 
Suite, Student Center, Glassboro. N.J. 08028. 
Phone 863-7106. Fax 863-5214. All material copy- 
right© for the world by VENUE November 29,1991 . 



VENUE 





VENUE 



VIEWS 



Smell The 
Spam 

by Robert Klein 

Little kids have the life, don’t ya 
think? At the stage of life that I’m at 
now, a full two decades in, I yearn for my 
childhood and the perks that went with 
extreme youth. The little bastards don’t 
realize how lucky they are — hell, I didn’t. 

Remember elementary school? One 
teacher for the whole day and she was 
basically just a glorified babysitter. And 
recess! One full fucking hour of running 
around, screaming your head off and just 
being yourself, without worrying about 
what others thought. I can still remember 
the incredible rush of pegging someone 
in the small of their back with a Bom- 
bardment Ball-whatta game! And, of 
course, there were the girls. If I physi- 
cally chased the women around Growth 
#50 the way I did around the swings, I’d 
get arrested. 

I miss being ^lle to yank my shorts 
down at the beach to get the sand out of 
those hard to reach areas. Imagine the 
freedom of just standing there, letting it 
all hang out (whatever of it there was at 
the time). I miss making snow angels, 
nailing cars with a perfectly symmetrical 
ice ball, and taking my young life into my 
own hands by sledding down a hill that 
wasn’t designed for such activity. I really 
miss the anticipation of falling asleep to 
snow falling and the joy of waking up to 
find that school was canceled. Now I can- 
cel school. It’s just not the same. 

I miss being able to fall dead asleep 
with absolutely nada on my mind. Prob- 
lems like schoolwork, social dilemmas, 
and lack of money meant nothing. The 
only AIDS I ever knew at the time were 
lunch aides and they posed no threat. 

Those are times that are long gone, 
but still stored away with the other mem- 
ories I wasn’t to hold on to. Sometimes it 
gets painful to think about the past and 
it’s dangerous to live there. I wonder if, 
after two more decades come and go, I’ll 
say things like, “Jesus, I wish my only 
problem was whether to go to Study Hall 
or Mainstreet or....” □ 




First One's Free 



PSSST. 



Hey Kid. I got somethin ’ for ya. / got somethin ’ special for ya. None a that AT&T 
shit. No waiting for installation. No hundred dollar deposit. No nothin . / got r one 
Mail .... Cost? It don ’t cost you a cent kid. It’s all been taken care of. 

You think for a minute, ’cause you’ve been told you should think. You convince 
yourself you’re making the right decision. He seems cool. Why would he shit you . 
He’s just sharing a good thing. , 

Something for nothing should have tipped you off by now, but of course it hasn t. 
You’ve been raised on the something for nothing principle. 

So you get it. At first, you feel awkward and you’re not sure how to use it. After 
all, you’ve never done it before. So you do just a little. You stick with your assigned 
prerecorded message and learn to retrieve messages left. It’s cool, you’re in control. 

After a short time you’re no longer satisfied. You’re hungry for more. You grab 
your little white instruction packet and absorb its contents into your mind. You per- 
fect a funky little message, learn how to transfer a message without even a ring, learn 
how to change the tone and loudness of your telephone’s ring, and many other ex- 
tremely necessary things. You basically dive headfirst into the “altered state” of Per- 
sonal Options. 

Now your communication system (known as a phone in the old days) is main- 
lined -excuse me — streamlined. Everything’s great. You’re riding the wave. You’ve 
never felt better. You look back and wonder how you ever survived without it. It’s a 
vital part of your life. It’s something you need. You're hooked. 

Time will pass, and so will privacy. Your personal life won’t be so personal any- 
more. People will get busted left and right for more reasons than I can imagine. Then 
you’ll finally realize that if Phone Bitch can talk to you, she can also hear you. No 
beeps necessary. 

From where you now stand you’ll ask yourself, “How could I have been such a 
sucker?” “Why didn’t I see it coming?” You say you’ll do something about it tomor- 
row. Like Jane says, You're gonna kick tomorrow. But you’ll pay the man. One way or 
another, we all pay the man. 



Think Before You Fuck 

When I say fuck. I’m not talking about being with someone you care about, I’m 
not that insensitive. I’m talking about one-night stands. The warning isn’t just for 
women. In fact, it is directed towards men. There are so many things that can result 
from having sex that most of us don’t give any thought about at 2 o’clock on a Thurs- 
day night. There are three problems in particular, that can arise from having inter- 
course that I want everyone to give thought to before the next time they hook-up. 

One of the things that you should think about is AIDS. Many people consider 
themselves immune to the problem, but they’re not! AIDS has infected a lot more 
college students than people know and it continues to spread rapidly. So before hav- 
ing sex next time give dying some thought. 

Another thing for you to think about is pregnancy. An unplanned pregnancy is 
one of the scariest things that can happen to a person. For some people the question 
of what to do isn’t a problem. Whether you decide to have a child or get an abortion is 
up to you, but they both carry large consequences. Either you have to restructure your 
entire life to have the baby or you have to deal with the trauma of having an abortion, 
ror most guys abortion is the answer, but try to be understanding to what the woman 
has to go through before you pressure her into having one. About now you’re saying 
Dude, ain’t you ever heard of a condom?” I have, but they aren’t always dependable 
and they won’t help you with the last thing that I want you to think about 

The last thing that I want you to think about is date rape. Most guys now realize 
that when a g,rl says, “No!” she means it. But even if they don’t say no, it still doesn’t 
mean that they want to; or that night they might want to but the next day decide that 
m e y didn’t want to. All it takes is for her to realize that it wasn’t what she wanted and 
to decide that she was raped. I’m not saying that this is the norm, in fact, it’s very far 
from it, but it does occasionally happen. So how can you be sure that she wants to? 
Well, I suppose there isn’t any way to be really sure. Gee, maybe you should get to 
know her First. I’m no saint by any means, but I have been a personal witness to all 
these things in just the past few months and it’s really scary. So on the next Thursday 
night that you meet someone, think before you act. 

MR 
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HIV On Campus 

The college community 
begins to feel the 
effects of AIDS 




by Christopher J. Baptiste 

When AIDS, the Acquired Immune 
Deficiency Syndrome, started appearing 
in the early 80s, it was widely viewed as a 
homosexual disease. Heterosexuals had 
nothing to fear. 

It’s 1991 now and things are different. 
Things are very different. 

As many as 54,000 Americans may die 
from AIDS during 1991, according to the 
Center for Disease Control (CDC). 
Many of the 54,000 may include college 
students. 

AIDS is increasing among the college 
community and it may be more apparent 
among northeastern state college stu- 
dents, Glassboro State College included. 

As of spring 1989, more than 18,000 
people aged 20-29 have been diagnosed 
with AIDS, according to the CDC. Be- 
cause it takes as long as 10 or more years 
before the symptoms of AIDS appear, a 
significant number of college-age stu- 
dents may be infected with HIV. 

“The national trend shows that HIV is 
becoming more prevalent among state 
college students and may be even higher 
among New Jersey state schools,” stated 
Ann O’ Leary, assistant psychology pro- 
fessor at Rutgers University. 

O’Leary speculates in an unpublished 
report that the rate of HIV positive stu- 
dents on Rutgers campus may be as high 
as 1 out of 100 students. 

“This figure may be true of all New 
Jersey state schools since their dem- 
ographics are typically close,” said O’ 
Leary. 

A study released last year in the New 
England Journal of Medicine found, 
through blind blood sample tests at 19 
state universities, that one in 300 college 
students may be HIV positive. 

One of the universities tested had 1- 
100 HIV positive students. O’ Leary be- 
lieves that university was Rutgers be- 
cause national figures show that AIDS is 
more prevalent in northeastern United 
States. 

If this speculation holds true, Glass- 
boro State College may not be far be- 



hind. There are no reliable ^figures ^avail- 
able for the number of HIV positive 
GSC students, only county figures can 
currently be used as a measurement. 

The majority of GSC’s stud ^ n * s 
in Burlington, Gloucester and Camden 
County. Statistics from the New Jersey 
Department of Health show that among 
18-25 year-olds: 



Because it takes as 
long as 10 or more 
years before the 
symptoms of AIDS 
appear, a significant 
number of college-age 
students may be 
infected with HIV. 



• Burlington County has 153 reported 
AIDS cases for 1991, up from 11 in 1985. 

• Gloucester County has 89 reported 
cases, up from two since 1985. 

• And Camden County has 279 re- 
ported cases, up from 14 cases since 
1985. 

These figures only show the amount 
of reported cases of full-blown AIDS 
among 18-25 year-olds. The actual fig- 
ures may be much higher for unreported 
cases of HIV positive 18-25 year-olds. 

Father Mike Mannion, of GSC’s New- 
man Center, said he’s had three HIV 
positive students approach him for coun- 
seling. All three are heterosexuals and 
apparently became HIV infected through 
heterosexual sex. 

“They talked to me and they had a lot 
of anger in them and they all basically 




New Jersey AIDS cases among 
18-25 year-olds reported as of 
June 30, 1991. 

said, ‘Father, I can’t believe I was so 
dumb.’ ” 

“I believe the problem happened be- 
cause they just weren’t using condoms," 
said Mannion. 

A report released by the American 
College Health Association, states the 
high prevalence of AIDS among college 
students may be accounted for from stu- 
dents experiencing a sense of sexual free- 
dom, feelings of invincibility, and use of 
alcohol, which impairs decision-making 
abilities. 

The report states that approximately 
80 percent of male and female students 
are sexually experienced. Out of this 80 
percent, use of condoms for intercourse 
is inconsistent, even among students who 
know condoms would protect them rom 

“A lot of this has to do with student 
not making responsible decisions, 

Lisa Brown, GSC’s Health Center upe 

V1S “Alcohol hinders a person’s decision- 

making abilities and many stu e 
making sexual decisions under the infl 
ence of alcohol,” said Brown. ^ 

“I also see a lot of students coining^ 
with sexually transmitted <hs a 

as gonorrhea and syphilis, a con . 

“I ask them why they didn t u ^ 
dom and I get answers like J ^ easy 
a condom because they 
or they’ll think I’m infected. ca . 

It is estimated that 
agers are infected with sewaUT {{O0 

ted diseases, according t 
the Centers for Disease C ts just 

Brown stated, “These s rr hea, 



own stated, 7** 
seem to realize t B Sexua |ly 
sypnuis, AIDS and other Si 
Transmitted Diseases) 



the same way/’ □ 
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IVhtU am I doing standing in line at 
8:00 a.m. in the parking lot of the Spec- 
trum on a Saturday? 

When I first read about the tryouts, I 
thought it would make a wild article. 
And that\s how I approached it as an 
article. Although I keep in shape by lift- 
ing, at 5' 7” and 160 pounds, I never 
thought about taking any of it seriously. 
But at the same time, there was some- 
thing making its presence known inside 
of me. It’s something that is inside of ev- 
eryone but is much more visible and ob- 
vious in men. It’s called ego, and it’s 
powerful stuff. 

Originally, I was going to write about 
the tryouts and the kind of people who 
would attempt to 
gladiate. You 
know, one of 
those in-depth 
fluff pieces about 
nothing too im- 
portant. But I 
learned a lot 
more about hu- 
man nature and it 
made me wonder 
about a lot of 
subjects that I’ve 
thought about in 
the past, but 
found no answers 
to. 

If you’ve ever 
watched Ameri- 
can Gladiators, then you know what it’s 
all about. Athletic guys and gals go head- 
to-head against symmetrical mutants in a 
variety of Neanderlhaloid events. It’s al- 
most like watching a live comic book. 
Most of the people in line that Saturday 
morning looked as if they’d fit right in on 
the show. I wondered what the guys were 
thinking about as they stood outside in 
freezing temperatures waiting to prove 
their manhood. 

The tryouts were broken down into 
four events, each eliminating those who 
couldn’t accomplish the task at hand. 
The first was push-ups, the second and 
third were speed tests, and the fourth 
was a simulated version of the Gladiator 
sport Powerball. The object of the game 
is to bypass your opponent and slam a 
soccer ball into a garbage can. 

Cool , I thought, I can do tons of push- 
ups. 

But the ringmaster of this circus of 
masculinity said it had to be 55 push-ups 
in 60 seconds... on your fingertips. 

“...on your fingertips.” That’s what he 
said. 



by Robert Klein 

I never did push-ups on my fingers be- 
fore. I never even considered it. 

I felt my left thumb snap from under- 
neath me as I failed the task. 

I joined the other losers in the stands 
and watched as others, including my 
roommate, Mike -who was the one who 
psyched me up for it in the first place- 
completed the four tasks with grace, fe- 
rocity and masculinity. Why did I feel 
like a failure? The only reason I even 
went to the damn arena was to write a 
story. Right? 

I asked Mike how he felt during the 
competition. He spoke of the push-ups 
first. “At the time my fingers were killing 



me, but I kept telling myself Dow? Stop! 
Don't Stop! I told myself I would make it 
or die trying.” 

About the Powerball event: “I wasn’t 
about to let any one person stand in the 
way of me and my goal.” 

I thought a lot during the hours that 
followed the tryouts. Why is it that the 
male ego can be so strong and so fragile 
at the same time? My ego, which I sup- 
pose walks hand-in-hand with my pride, 
has made me do some fucking stupid 
things in my lifetime- things that I 
would normally never have done. Why 
do we feel like we must constantly prove 
ourselves? 

What does it take to be a man in this 
society? What does it mean to be mascu- 
line? Am I less of a man because I was 
born with small hands and weak fingers? 
I’ve cursed my hands a hundred times 
(actually cursed them) and placed blame 
on them when I’ve failed at some activ- 
ities. 

Last summer, I went through a minor 
identity crisis that reminds me of how I 
felt. After breaking up with my girlfriend, 



I wondered about what females wanted 
and what they expected a man to be. 
Should 1 be myself or should I act like I 
think they would want? And what do 
women want, anyway? Yes, I know that 
the obvious answer is that every female is 
different and that it is damn irresponsi- 
ble of me to stereotype them into one 
group with one desire. But why is ;t that 
some girls walk all over the guys who 
treat them like gold, and fall at the heels 
of the ones that act like jerk-offs? Do 
they want the nice guy or do they want 
the one who acts as if he could give a 
shit? I watched a lot of Oprah and Phil 
last summer, but they didn’t have the an- 
swers I sought. .And I suppose that really 
is a whole differ- 
ent story. 

I’ve come to 
realize ho%v pow- 
erful and danger- 
ous egos and 
pride can be. But 
they can also be 
an unbelievable 
attribute. They 
can make a per- 
son confident; 
therefore, coming 
off as having 
their shit to- 
gether— a neces- 
sary characteristic 
in this or any 
other society. It 
all depends on how far we let them lake 
us. It’s kind of like the telephone. We 
drop anything and everything to answer 
it at its call. Do we own it, or does it own 
us? If we can harness its power and con- 
trol our own egos, then it’s a beautiful 
thing. If not, we can get into a world of 
shit. 

As for manhood, and what it takes to 
reach it, I’m content with being myself, 
as I keep finding new ways to define me. 
Being a man doesn’t have to mean 
chucking a soccer ball into a garbage can. 
It doesn’t have to mean skydiving, boxing 
or sword swallowing. Being a man is 
being who you are. 

On the way home from the competi- 
tion, another friend of mine who failed 
the push-up test saw how pissed I was 
and felt as if he needed to hand me some 
words of wisdom. I remember exactly 
what he said and how he said it. 

“If I’m not home accepting what I 
can’t change, then I’m out changing what 
I can’t accept.” 

Pretty fucking interesting... don t you 
think? □ 
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Thrifting isn’t for everyone, so before 
running out to the thrift shops listed 
below give the following things some 
consideration. First, if spending a lot of 
money on clothing that is popular today 
and not tomorrow is what you’re into, 
then thrifting isn’t for you. If having 
salespeople paw you to death and tell 
you that you look wonderful in some- 
thing that makes you look like a pig is 
your idea of shopping, then don’t go 
thrifting. If you dig the crowding and 
herding that occurs in a mall, you will be 
disappointed at a thrift shop. However, if 
you’re poor, unconcerned about what’s 
in at Meriy Go Round, and want to look 
uniquely cool, thrifting could be your 
thing. 

There are a few suggestions for those 
of you still interested in going to thrift 
stores. Thrifting can be very addictive be- 
cause it doesn’t take much money and 
thrift store stock overturns constantly. 
The rotating stock allows you to go every 
few weeks and be able to count on find- 
ing something new.%s a result of this, 
one of the rules of thrifting is “if you like 
something, don’t wait to get it because it 
won’t be there when you go back.” 

However, there is a rule that’s an ex- 
ception to the rotating stock, and that is 
“once a bad thrift store, always a bad 
thrift store.” If you go to a thrift store 
and it doesn’t have anything at all, it 
never will, trust me. Another thing, don’t 
hesitate to buy something because it’s 
too big; you can always find a way to 
make it fit. And when thrifting, be sure 
to always carry tissues (thrift stores are 
always dusty) and cash ( no thrift store 
will take anything else). 

To make your thrifting venture as easy 
as possible, the following list has been di- 
vided into two sections. The first list con- 
tains thrift stores that are all located in a 
logical order, making it possible to hit all 
of them in one day. The second part con- 
tains a couple of thrift stores that require 
a second trip. 

The following are the thrift stores lo- 
cated on the map: 

THE GOODWILL OF WOODBURY: 
339 S. Broadway in Woodbury; open 
Monday through Friday from 9 a.m. to 
5:30 p.m. 

Pros: • Great for ties, belts and cheesy 
70’s leather coats 

• Well organized and great prices 

• It’s next to a Dunkin’ Donuts 
Cons: * Looks too much like a de- 
partment store 

• Plays Magic 103 



by Matthew Reece 

LEPRECHAUN SHOP: 18 Curtis Ave. in 
Woodbury (right off Broadway); open 
Monday through Saturday from 10 a.m. 
to 3 p.m. 

Pros: • Old goofy shirts 

• Go right by it anyway, so you 
might as well stop 

Cons: • Not much of a selection 

• Poorly organized 

HOSTESS THRIFT STORE: Broadway 
Ave. and Gateway Blvd.; open Monday 
through Friday from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. Yes, 
that’s right Hostess, as in the one that 
makes sno-balls. You can get all your fa- 
vorite snacks at the discount price of 12 
items for $1. There’s nothing wrong with 
the food, it’s just an outlet. 

QUALITY THRIFT: 124 S. Broadway in 
Gloucester; open Tuesday through Satur- 
day from 9 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. Quality 
Thrift is probably by far the coolest thrift 
store around now that Village Thrift 
burned down. If you only have time to go 
to one thrift store, make this one your 
stop. 

Pros: • You can count on always finding 
something cool 

• Very well organized with 
everything sized 

• Lots of jeans, belts and shoes 

• A lot of name brand clothing 

• Hip jackets and suits 

Cons: • Some things are slightly expen- 
sive but still very reasonable 

CAMDEN COUNTY HOSPITAL 
THRIFT SHOP: 311 S. 6th St. in Cam- 
den (right behind the hospital); open 
Monday, Wednesday and Friday from 10 
a.m. to 3 p.m. 

Pros: • Good prices 

• Money goes to a good cause 

• It’s in a really cool old house 
Cons: • Terrible selection 



Pros: • Cool coats and jackets 
C on s: • Expensive (by thrift store 
standards) 

• Not much of a selection 

FINAL 

Westmi 
from nc 
11 a.m. 
record 

CDs and tapes, offering a wide'selecfon 
including a lot of alternative. n 

B THRIFTY SHOP, INC.: 225 Haddo„ 
Ave. in Westmont; open Tuesday throueh 
Friday from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. and Satur- 
day from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. 

Pros: • Well organized 
Really hip jackets 
Cons: • Small selection 

• Slightly expensive compared 
to other thrift stores 

NIFTY THRIFTIES: 413 Haddon Ave. 
in Haddonfield, only has clothes suitable 
for your grandmother. 



to 5 p.m. Final Vinyl is a vervl 

store that carries new/u^a . , 



Haddon Ave. 




• Stuff is just thrown in piles, mak- 
ing it very difficult to find things 

OUR LADY OF LOURDES HOSPITAL 
THRIFT SHOP: 740 Haddon Ave. in 
Collingswood; open Monday through 
Friday from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. 

Pros: • Cheap, very cheap 

Cons: • Poor selection and organization 

2ND SHOWING: 658 Haddon Ave. in 
Collingswood; has nothing in it and isn’t 
worth the stop. 

VICKI’S THRIFT AND DISCOUNT 
SHOP: 749 Haddon Ave. in Collings- 
wood; open Monday through Friday 
from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. 



THE SALVATION ARMY: 506A Rt. 30 
(White Horse Pike) in Haddon Heights; 
open Monday through Saturday from 
a.m. to 4:30 p.m. This is the only thrut 
store not on the map that is worth going 
to. The Salvation Army is really great lor 
shoes and pants and is very well org 



ized. 



Other than the thrift stores ; above, 
ere aren’t any on this side of t e 
at are worth going to. Thrifting 1 
t or miss; sometimes you won 

agle thing, but don’t get dtscom^,, 

;cause when you do 



l/V/UUOV ▼▼ I1V1I 

. I* fhp U/nrk. Happy 
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PHOTO POLL: 



What would you be willing to pay to see 
on Pay-Per-View television? 

by June Bretz and Sharon DISebastlan 




THA-UB ISMAIL STOMPER MIKE PITTMAN 

(Sophomore) (Senior) (Junior) 

Gerry Cooney boxing. The Chippendales! Myself, 

I’ve never been on TV. 




TODD PIERCE 

(Senior) 

Clarence Thomas 
in the nude. 




BRIAN MARTIN 
and CHRISTOS KLAPSIS 

(Freshmen) 

GSC chicks in a porno. 




JOHN SCHILP 

(Senior) 

A GSC professor 
preparing (ha!) for class. 





MILTON MORRIS 

(Freshman) 
James Brown 
in concert. 
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MIKE THOLEM 

(Sophomore) 

Paula Abdul and Madonna 
mudwrestling. 



TOM AvafclWiAm 

(Junior) 

The truth. 







Prime Cuts 

edited by Andrew Nelson 





Paleface 

Paleface 

(Polygram/ Poly dor) 

Who cares where he’s from. 
Who cares what his real name is. 
Who cares why he’s here. This 
young artist takes on subjects big 
and small with direct^fcid disarm- 
ing simplicity. Ready or not, here 
he comes. 

With a handful of chords, a 
head full of ideas, a $5 harmonica 
and a very distinct voice, Paleface 
has created songs as timeless as 
today. If someone played it for 
you and told you it was made in 
1968, you’d believe them and say, 
“Shit, how come I’ve never heard 
of this guy?” If someone played it 
for you and told you it was made 
in 1991, you’d believe them and 
say, “Shit, how come I’ve never 
heard of this guy?” 

Since the only way to give you 
an idea of how he sounds (with 
only printed words) is to compare 
him with aspects of existing artists 
that you might be familiar with, I 
will. (Although, I don’t think it’s 
fair to compare anyone or thing 
with anyone or thing.) He’s got 
Bob Dylan’s heart and lyrical 
style, The Rolling Stones’ produc- 
tion circa “Play With Fire”, Neil 
Young’s harp accents and a voice 
all his own. 

Paleface’s music is mainly po- 
litical/social commentary with a 
sarcastic bite. In “Say It Like You 
Mean It,” he cries out against the 
verbal runaround that politicians 
and many people insist upon to 
avoid being understood. 

“World Full Of Cops” with its 
eerie, repetitious guitar lick, is 
about our lack of personal free- 
dom due to the control that big 
money and politics have over peo- 

8 ~ 



pie and the many forms of police 
in the U.S. today (military cops, 
border cops, undercover cops, se- 
cret service cops, local cops, 
county cops, state cops, shore pa- 
trol and traffic cops). 

“Burn and Rob” is a totally 
sarcastic song patronizing the 
PMRC and all others who believe 
rock and roll turns people bad. 

However, Palface’s music is 
not always so political. He proves 
his songwriting versatility with 
“She Was Talking to Me (Down 
on Ave. B)” and “There’s Some- 
thing About a Truck (What it Is).” 
The former is a great song about 
both the simple joys of love and 
its darker, more secretive side. 
The latter (don’t let the title fool 
you) is a beautiful song about 
power, sex, religion, drugs and 
more. 

Paleface despises the phony, 
the fake and the “full of it,” and 
he has a field day laying it on the 
line for you. What you do about 
it, is up to you. As he says in 
“Trouble in the Country,” the 
strongest of many strong songs on 
his debut, You can do what you 
want, and you can think what you 
want, and you can live in a dream 
if you want, but there's trouble in 
the country. 

Brian Smith 




Apocalypse 91 
The Enemy Strikes Black 
Public Enemy 
(Def Jam) 

This album, coming from a 
group with past groundbreaking 
hits like “Fight the Power,” “Wel- 
come to the Terrordome,” and 
“Bring the Noise,” is clearly a dis- 



play of everlasting power and sta 
bility. 

When I first checked it out, I 
have to admit I was a little disap- 
pointed. With them being my fa- 
vorite group by far, I was also a 
tad bit worried about what they’d 
come to. But after a second listen 
(and many more to follow), I real- 
ized that their die-hard, energy- 
seething music was there — right 
down to the core. And to be pre- 
cise, Chuck D, Flavor Flav, Termi- 
nator X and the rest of the posse 
are more than a mere group. 
They form an unbreakable unit, 
and it shows in the new install- 
ment in PE’s countdown to world 
knowledge vs. destruction. 

The stock opens with “Lost at 
Birth” with lyrics like, Clear the 
way for the prophets of rage , and 
never lets up until the end -with 
what could easily be considered a 
piss-poor rendition of “Bring the 
Noise.” 

Ninety percent of the hype 
preceding the album’s release, it 
seemed, concerned the “alliance” 
between Enemy and Anthrax, a 
metal band Chuck D follows. The 
only evidence of Anthrax (thank 
the Lord) is the background of 
the new “Bring tha Noize,” which 
does an unfortunate number on 
an otherwise ass-kicking cut. With 
the destruction they’ve left in 
their wake, perhaps Public Enemy 
doesn’t give a frog’s fat ass. One 
flop can’t ruin their long run of 
fine-tuned, legitimate anger. 

One difference of this album 
from It Takes a Nation of Mil- 
lions to Hold Us Back and Fear of 
A Black Planet (and don’t forget 
Yo! Bum Rush the Show!) is that 
its hard-core, political dissing na- 
ture never lets up to make room 
for an occasional song about 
something else. 

Nation had “Cold Lampin’ 
with Flavor” and “She Watch 
Channel Zero,” and Planet con- 
tained strays from PE’s govern- 
ment-attacking norm with “911 is 
a Joke,” “Pollywana Craka,” and 
Jr” * D ° Nuttin * For Ya, Man.” 
l av °r Flav, the tension-breaking 
jester of sorts, doesn’t get as 
much mic-time as before. Not 
that the gold-toothed, seemingly 



drug-addicted (watch 
at dancing) -juice” doL-f^ 
anything to say. His “t n 4Ve 

Wanna Be Called YoNiga-^’ 1 
haps, one of the more clever!! 

ments of the collection. l ' 
So, even if you’re nnt • . 
Public Enemy’s style or not°even a 
rap fan, give yourself a dose f or 
two) of Apocalypse 91 . Turn it ud 
and prepare to be blasted by the 
true prophets of rage for the full 
length of the album. No silly love 

songs here, I’m afraid. 

Troy L. Merrick 




Don’t Try This At Home 
Billy Bragg 
(Elektra) 

Billy Bragg’s sound has soft- 
ened a wee bit as he continues to 
record with bands, rather than 
solo, but he and his views are 
right up to snuff. War, capitalism, 
and human relations of all scopes 
are still food for his surprisingly 
sensitive and cleverly angry ap- 
petite. 

Don’t Try This At Home is 
Bragg’s second major undertak- 
ing, with his own material, that 
isn’t solo work. He’s even co-writ- 
ten several of the songs, including 
collaborations with Peter 
(R.E.M.) and Johnny Marr (to - 
merly of The Smiths). 

For those who adjusted to 
Worker’s Playtime (two albu 
ago), this album should defim J 
be well-received. For those : who 
haven’t adjusted or haven ' . 

heard, .^"'55 

And anyone sensitive to po ^ 
commentary / bashing n 
concern themselves 1 (t° 
could all use a dose ofWy/- 

veNV* 





Of his targets, capitalism and 
the United States still evoke 
strong disgust Hus latest bashing 
came from an interview on the 
Chicago-based TV program Labor 
fees, in which he identified MIA 
as a major influence on, or at 
least representation of American 
rock and roll that panders to fash- 
ion victims and stale music. I'm 
afraid Billy s hit the mark on that 
one. 

At the same time, however, 
he's not to be seen favoring his 
native England either, as is evi- 
dent in the song “The Few.” In a 
nutshell, he's knocking his coun- 
trymen for holding onto old, dead 
domestic issues, but that senti- 
ment is good for most any coun- 

tr> 

Essentially, Billy Bragg is a 
folk singer w T ho has added a touch 
of rock to his music. Still drawing 
occasionally from folk melodies, 
he has more recently adopted a 
modem sound to supplement his 
lone, but mesmerizing guitar. See- 
ing that there are only so many 
ways to strum a guitar, he has 
added more instruments. 

At this pdltt, his old style is 
still preserved, in that some songs 
reflect his old grooves with instru- 
ments added for fullness. “North 
Sea Bubble” is a song that he’s 
been playing since at least the 
Worker’s Playtime tour, but now 
appears on the recent album with 
a full band accompaniment. 

Conversely, the song “Cindy 
of a Thousand Lives,” featuring 
Johnny Marr and Kirsty MacColl 
(has several albums, worked with 
Pogues, Johnny Marr) reflects a 
swing from the guitar-driven song 
to the song composed for many 
instruments, even keyboards, a 
rarity for Bragg. 

Multi-instrument composition 
is not completely new to Bragg, 
though. Worker’s Playtime dem- 
onstrated much of the first ef- 
forts, while his next album, The 
International, even led him away 
from many of the standard rock 
instruments. 

Another notable appearance 
on the album is Stipe (R.E.M.) 
who sings backup on “You Woke 
Up My Neighbourhood,” the Pe- 
ter Buck collaboration full of 
shiny, happy rhythms and melo- 
dies. Also, long time touring and 
recording partners Wiggy (guitars, 
bass) and Cara Tivey (keyboards, 
electric piano), join Billy again for 
another album worth your time 
and a listen. 

Andrew Nelson 




Ceremony 
The Cult 

(Warner Chappell 
Music Ltd.) 

Some people may be under 
the delusion that lounge singing 
acts are only indigenous to casi- 
nos and the Catskills, and that 
those cheesy microphone morons 
who head those acts could never 
seep their way into the rebellious 
music of the youth. 

But of course, the folks who 
might of missed this frightening 
phenomena probably haven’t giv- 
en a listen to Ian Astbury’s sing- 
ing on Ceremony, the latest in 
harmonized schlock from The 
Cult. 

After releasing Ixive. Electric 



and Sonic Temple, Ian Aslbury 
(vocals) and Billy Duffy (guitar) 
give their fans, Ceremony, which 
is chock-full-o’ contrived lyrics, 
laughable lounge-singing vocals 
and rehashed trash, all of which is 
produced under the heaviest of 
hands. 

On the first single, “Wild 
Hearted Son,” the listener gets to 
hear “Love Removal Machine” 
and “Fire Woman” all over again, 
as if twice wasn’t enough. Basi- 
cally, it’s the same riff with differ- 
ent lyrics. 

The songwriting on Ceremony 
is downright embarrassing. Here’s 
a snippet of “White.” 

We /wve forgotten our 
spiritual nature 
'Cause we are wrapped up 
in too much shit 
Boy, I bet Bob Dylan’s slap- 
pin’ himself around for not com- 
ing up with that one. 

Now, Billy Duffy is definitely a 
talented artist. His axe-wielding 
style is clean and fast. It just lacks 
anything of substance. And the 
album was made under very slick 
production. So slick that it is hard 
to believe humans are actually 
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Billy Bragg, still looking serious, hasn't at 
humor or the passion in his performance. 






playing on it. 

All this sludge ads up to 
Lounge Act Rock and Roll. Ian 
Astbury is perfect for such an act. 
With a vocal range of two octaves, 
lan banters about in forced vi- 
brato on this mundane collection 
of songs. It’s nightmarish. 

On the whole, I think Joseph 
Conrad said it best whence 
wrote, u The horror... the horror. m 

Christopher J. Baptiste 




Whenever We Wanted 
John Meilencamp 
(Mercury! Polygram) 

The last thing that we heard 
from John Meilencamp (He was 
John Cougar Meilencamp then, 
remember?) was in 1989 with Big 
Daddy. Well his new album, 
Whenever We Wanted, is out and 
when it comes down to comparing 
it to his previous albums (espe- 
cially the last four), he’s playing a 
whole new ball game. 

All right now, let’s cut through 
the BS and get down to business. 
There are NO acoustic instru- 
ments on Whenever at all. Now, I 
know that many of you who fell in 
love with that Meilencamp sound 
are probably a bit concerned 
about his new' collection of tunes. 
Well, calm down, because he pulls 
it off. It is still the Meilencamp 
you all know and love — just minus 
the acoustic instruments. 

Whenever is chock-full-o’ 
strong electric guitars (courtesy of 
Mike Wanchic) and the driving 
rhythms of Kenny Aronoff and his 
drums. The w-hole band sounds 
tight and Mellencamp’s vocals 
shine. Maybe it’s because he pro- 
duced the album and didn’t let 
some hack do it for him. Coinci- 
dence? I don’t think so. 

If you're a really big fan of 
Meilencamp, you’ll notice a little 
difference in his lyrics these days 
too. They seem to be a bit weaker 
and lack some of the punch that 
he used to have, but there is still 
something there. Take “Now 
More Than Ever” for example: 

Continued on peg® 19 
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A Slice of Americana 



articles by 

Christopher J. Baptiste 



On Route 322 



photography by 
Jeffrey M. Bosle 



VENUE decided to take a road trip down Route 322 and examine the lives of two individuals 
who are indigenous to this road. Here’s who we met and what we saw. 



The Yard Sale 




“A reporter.” His voice, crackling 
from age, booms out with anger. 

“Listen... I don’t like reporters.” The 
wrinkles of his face deepen with each 
word. 

“This one guy... (stammering)... a re- 
porter.... He came out here,” he says in a 
thick Slavic accent. His strong gray eyes 
are watering over. 

“And the horrible, horrible things he 
wrote.” 

He bows his head and folds his arms 
up across his chest like a man who has 
played the part of the victim for the ma- 
jority of his life. He sits there as if he’s 
waiting for another familiar blow to his 
head, his psyche, his entire being. 

A fly crawls across his sweaty brow. 
Silent tension envelops everyone present. 

The reporter crouches down, in front 
of where the old man sits. He finagles 
and is persistent about wanting to inter- 
view the man. Obviously perturbed by 
the reporter’s insistence, the elderly man 
agrees to be interviewed. 

John Zura, 83, sits in front of his 
house, which doubles as his livelihood. 
Zura lives inside a yard sale. His life is a 
yard sale. 

The sign in front of his house, which 



stands approximately 15 feet off the side 
of Rt. 322 East, reads: Yard Sale , Every 
Day, Jndoorl Outdoor. 

Zura’s front yard is a jumbled maze of 
battered children’s toys, dusty glassware, 
rusty bicycle tires, and out-of-date 
clothes. It is a chaotic collection of items 
that no longer serve any purpose in the 
lives of their previous owners. 

“You see... I had to do this. There re- 
ally was no other way,” Zura explains, al- 
most as if he is apologizing. 

“When I retired, I had no pension. 
Nothing. And my social security is almost 
nothing. So, I did this,” he says pensively 
rubbing his thick silver goatee. 

“I went to house auctions, yard sales, 
marts and bought all I could.” 

His eyes slowly wander across the im- 
mense array of items in his yard. With 
palms open skyward, he slowly raises his 
leathery hands in a gesture directed at 
the mass of collected material. 

“Then I began selling it... here.” 

An elderly man and woman sit to 
Zura’s right. They appear to be friends of 
his. The woman, with her head lowered 
and back slumped, methodically rocks 
back and forth in her chair. She’s mum- 
bling under her breath. The words, 
“Please don’t hurt me,” can barely be 
made out as she repeats them in an al- 
most mantra-like fashion. 

Looking at her, Zura says, “You 
know, that woman is 102 years old.” 

Still looking, his eyes intense, he re- 
peats, “102.” 

Inside John’s three-bedroom house, 
the pungent smell of cat urine swells 
through the air. Lined along walls, 
stacked on shelves, piled in corners are 
worn albums, tacky felt paintings, ce- 
ramic knickknacks and piles of yellowed 
magazines. There is barely any room to 
walk. 

In a side room, crammed between ev- 
erything, sits John’s bed. Its frame is 
circa 1950. It’s freckled with rust. In front 
of the bed is a modem, 19-inch Sony TV. 
A cable box rests on top of it. 

“Before I started doing this, I was a 
shipper in Philadelphia,” he says in his 
somewhat garbled Rumanian accent. 

“I left Rumania when I was 19. That 
was when Communist rule started.” He 
wipes his sweaty brow with the back of 
his hand, 

“There was no way I was going to live 




under Communist rule,” he states shak- 
ing his head. 

“I escaped with a friend. We got horse 
and buggy rides from different people 
We went through Bulgaria, Greece, into 
Egypt and finally to Dakar (W. Africa ) 

In Dakar, John was able to obtain a 
job as a cabin boy on a boat headed for 
Brazil. From Brazil, he eventually made 
his way to Minnesota where he worked 
on a farm owned by an uncle. 

“I had to leave the farm because my 
uncle wanted me to marry someone I 
didn’t like. A prearranged marriage.” His 
face wrinkles up into a smile for the first 
time. 

Pointing a jittery forefinger at his 
chest and laughing lightly, he says, “I 
wanted to find my own wife. Someone I„. 
loved.” 

Zura refuses to give his wife’s name or 
age. Without saying a word, Zura turns 
away from the reporter and walks out- 
side. 

Back outside, Zura sits down. He 
clams up. The silent tension reappears. 
Zura has grown tired of the reporter 
standing before him. And his questions. 

A number of cats are sprawled out 
around the collected mass of material. 
Zura says he has eight altogether. One of 
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hops up on a table next to him. 
lhClT1 h „Tat it he states, “One of them 
morning. It was run over by a 

voice rises and crackles. “If I had 
n the cuy that did it, I would’ve got 
S6C " o caliber and shot the bastard’s tires 
jjr hc says with arms folded, teeth 

C * 6 About 20 feet away from John is a 
clothesline. Draped over it, above a pile 
,f iunk next to a ragged flannel shirt is 
1 American flag. It’s dingy and tattered 
from being exposed to the outdoors for 

S ° Zura leans back in his chair. He ap- 
pears worn and tattered. But this has 
nothing to do with the outdoors. □ 




Hubcap Guv 



The 



A mud-splattered golf cart barrels 
down a path. An elderly man, smiling, 
with one hand on the driver’s wheel, ma- 
neuvers the cart in a serpentine fashion. 
The reporter in the passenger seat, 
slightly frazzled by the man’s heavy foot, 
is taken abac%by the sight before him. 

To the reporter’s left, behind a 
wooden fence, stacked, jammed and 
piled on top of one another at about a 
100-yard-wide expanse, 
are hubcaps. Nothing 
but hubcaps. 

"I have to keep 
these things in a corral 
now, just to keep them 
under control. They’re 
like cattle. If I didn’t 
keep ’em under con- 
trol, they’d be gettin’ 
all over the place,” he 
says laughing and whiz- 
zing past the towering 
stacks of hubcaps he’s 
collected over the 
years. 

a S'###*#### 

The man behind the 
wheel is Jack Lester, 
the owner and propri- 
etor of Hubcap Pyra- 
mid on Rt. 322 in Weymouth. It’s a store 
that specializes in and deals only with... 
(if you haven’t guessed by now)... hub- 
caps. 

Lester, a retired carpenter, who ap- 
pears to be in his early 70s, won’t give his 
age. 

“Let’s just say I’m old enough to sell 
ca ps,” he said emphatically. 

After giving a tour of his massive 
st ock pile of hubcaps, Lester swung the 
golf cart around and headed back to the 
font of his shop, where a 20-foot-high 



pyramid stands. A hubcap pyramid. 

Lester dismounted the golf cart and in 
a proud stance, stood in front of the 
structure. 

“There’s 100 hubcaps on each side of 
it,” said Lester. “The whole thing took 
me about a week to build. It was a pretty 
complex operation,” he stated, staring 
admirably at his creation. 

“I built it in order to attract people’s 



attention as they drive down 322,” he 
stated, scanning the cars as they passed 
by. 

The business, which has been in oper- 
ation for 20 years now, started through a 
relationship Lester had with a junkyard 
owner. 

“This fella, he gave me about 300 
caps. I don’t exactly know why I took 
them, but I did. And I put them in my 
yard. The next day I had a guy knockin’ 
on my door who wanted to buy some 
caps.” 



From then on everything snowballed. 
Lester collected more and more caps and 
then opened up the store. 

“But,” he stated, “this is only a week- 
end thing to supplement my pension 
check.” 

Grinning. “I’d starve to death if I had 
to live off of the money I make on this 
business.” 

Recently, Lester has experienced a 
decline in business. 

“I’m in competi- 
tion with other hub- 
cap stores that are 
open more, like Hub- 
cap City up north. 
That place is open 
seven days a week. I 
can’t compete with 
that,” he stated in a 
serious tone. 

A recent decline 
in the price of hub- 
caps is another prob- 
lem for Lester’s 
sales. 

“Companies like 
Nissan and Toyota 
are cornin’ out with a 
million caps a week 
and that just brings 
down the price of 
hubcaps,” he said, arms akimbo. 

In Lester’s shop, from floor to ceiling, 
hanging from the ceiling, shoved in cor- 
ners, are hubcaps. 

“I’ve got about 1,000 hubcaps in here 
at last count. I’m not sure about how 
many I have out back. There’s just too 
many back there to count,” he said in his 
low gravely voice. 

Lester owns only a few rare caps. A 
*65 Desota cap, a ’68 Mustang and a cap 
which came from a car called a Dilly. 

Continued on page 10 
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the fisher king 

Terry Gilliam, Dir. 
(Tri-Star) 



It’s rush hour at New York 
City’s Grand Central Station. 
Hordes of people, shoulder-to- 
shoulder, scramble down the 
station while clinging to their 
briefcases and pocketbooks. A 
homeless man spots the 9-to-5 
woman he’s fallen in love with 
from afar, and frantically attempts 
to make his way through the mass 
of moving people in order to talk 
to this woman: his object of love. 

Suddenly, smoothly, in a sur- 
realistic twist, the rush-hour herd 
begins waltzing with one another, 
in an epic ballroom %ene. This 
scene is the newest in cinematic 
genius from modern-day myth 
maker, Terry Gilliam. The movie 
is The Fisher King. 

After directing a number of 
dark, comedic fantasy films (Time 
Bandits, Brazil and The Adven- 
tures of Baron Munchausen), 
Gilliam delivers a modern day 
fantasy and a dramatic love story, 
with dark and light comedic ele- 
ments. Gilliam is able to do all of 
this without losing his epiphanic 
visionary' genius. 



Robin Williams plays Perry, a 
former professor of medieval his- 
tory who became a street person 
after the tragic death of his wife in 
a night club shooting. As a street 
person, Perry lives the delusion of 
being a knight in search of the 
Holy Grail. Williams masters the 
art of pathos in this role and plays 
the part of Perry in a moving and 
convincing manner. 

Jack Lucas (Jeff Bridges’ best 
performance to date) is a shock 
jock who sparks the murder of 
Perry’s wife after telling a listener 
that Yuppies should be stopped 
before it’s too late. The listener 
takes heed, with gun in hand, and 
Perry’s wife is killed in the pro- 
cess. Lucas’ career flounders in 
the aftermath. He turns to the 
bottle and shacks up with Anne 
Napolitana (Mercedes Ruehl), 
who lacks “class” and loves leop- 
ard-skin tights. Ruehl plays the 
part with charm and understand- 
ing- . T 

In deep depression, Lucas at- 
tempts suicide and is saved by 
Perry. The two befriend one an- 
other and Lucas ends up helping 
Perry meet Lydia (Amanda Plum- 
mer), Perry’s love from afar. 
From there, the plot twists and 
turns in a stunning mythical fash- 
ion. 



Some Gilliam fans might be 
turned off by The Fisher Kingbe; 
cause it looks more “mainsttea 
than Gilliam’s other works. B 

what’s really happening here s 

Gilliam’s toning down his sty 
and going for a more subtle ap- 
proach. And it works. Scenes like 

ihe “Grand Central Station waltz 

and a restaurant scene between 
the four main characters, get 
under the viewer’s skin and are 
able to evoke strong emotion. 

Gilliam’s The Fisher King 
swings and swerves through its 
plot with subtle grace. The viewer 
is liable to get lost in the illusion, 
which is what a movie is meant to 
do and which few accomplish. 
This is one illusion that’s defi- 
nitely worth watching. 

Christopher J. Baptiste 



the super 

Rod Daniel, Dir. 
(Twentieth Century Fox) 



Landlord Louie Kritski shows 
up at his apartment building in 
the ghetto only to collect the rent; 
never mind the complaints. Door 
broken 9 Gimme the rent. No 
plumbing facilities? Gimme the 



photo/Enc Liebowitz, Twentieth Century Fox 



rent. No electricity? Gimme the 
rent. That’s the way it goes. As his 
father taught him, what do you do 
when you own a building? Noth- 
ing. 

Louie’s luck has just run out. 
Despite assurances that he would 
never be convicted for the health 
code violations, he is. His sen- 
tence? To live in his own building 
for 180 days, serving as the super- 
intendent to a group of really 
pissed-off tenants. 

Joe Pesci, who won an Acad- 
emy Award for his portrayal of a 
brutal killer in Goodfellas, is in 
prime form as Louie, a sleazeball 
with (of course) a heart of gold. 
He has to adapt to an uninhabi- 
table apartment and a neighbor- 
hood where his car is stripped, the 
guys at the basketball courts are 
hustlers and killers, and the local 
market sells bread older than its 
wine. 

What does he do when he sees 
firsthand how bad his tenants’ liv- 
ing conditions are? You guessed 
it, flick fans! He starts to slowly 
fix the place up, against the 
wishes of his racist father, aptly 
played by veteran actor Vincent 
Gardenia. 

What looked at first to be a 
biting satire on big-city housing 
conditions and slumlords turns 
out relatively sappy late in the 
film. However, as far as shallow 
fluff goes, it’s funny shallow fluff. 
Even if you don’t find Joe Pesci 
dancing to MC Hammer amusing, 
he does have quite a few good 
lines. (Asked by a tenant what to 
do until heat is restored, he re- 
torts, “Bum one of your kids!”) 

To director Rod Daniel’s 
credit, he paces the film briskly; 
he wastes no time in the begin- 
ning communicating Louie’s at- 
titude toward his tenants, and the 
emotional “moments of truth 
aren’t overdone. 

Pesci's performance is an en- 
ergetic one, with a graceful flair 
for slapstick previously evident in 
Home Alone and Blasting 
Through. He also receives fine 
support from Gardenia and 
Ruben Blades (Predator 2, The 
Milagro BeanReld War) as a 
ctrpp.t-wise (of course) tenant who 
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,„S and then helps, Louie. 

career, after a few dry 

starting to move like 
y r before. A silly Hick like this 

S* **■ 6 “‘- 

^ i, won t hurt. 



BARTON FIHK 

joel Coen, Dir. 
(Twentieth Century Fox) 



Of all the possibilities Barton j 
Fink presents, I am sure of only ; 
one thing: it is a film about heads. ; 
The word “head" is mentioned a j 
mere 72 times in dialogue; charac- I 
ters are saluting from the head, | 
slapping their heads, shot in the j 
head, severing heads and putting 
them in boxes... I’ve seen Barton ! 
Fink and my head hurts. 

Barton Fink is only the fourth j 
film from the brothers Coen (Joel j 
directs, Ethan produces, and both 
write the screenplay). You may I 
have encountered their previous j 
flights of fancy which took Holly- ( 
wood genres and put a very per- 
sonUfepin on them: Blood Simple ! 
(a murder-mystery where no one 
is sure of anything and they stay , 
that way), Raising Arizona (a 
slapstick comedy about baby- 
snaiching and Doppelgangers on 
motorbikes), and Miller’s Cross- 
ing (a gangster drama with mob 
bosses talking a lot about their 
hats). 

Fink represents their first at- 
tempt outside of a general for- 
mula, and already it’s made cin- 
ema history. It is the only film to 
have won the Palm d’Or prize at 
the Cannes film festival this year 
(last year’s went to Wild at 
Htart), in addition to prizes won 
by Joel Coen for directing and 
John Turturro for his precise, de- 
tailed work as Barton Fink him- 
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tally — especially physically." Bar- 
ton thinks nothing of this; of the 
boorish slobs that run Hollywood 
and speak in breathless sentences, 
until he can’t get past the first two 
words of the screenplay. 

The hotel he stays at, the 
Earle, gives The Shining's Over- 
look a run for its money. Not only 
is it hot and dark with flies, but 
the wallpaper peels slowly off the 
wall, and when you tack it back 
up, white ooze runs out from it. 
That's the kind of movie it is. 

Blocked, Barton seeks advice 
from his idol, W.P, Mayhew (John 
Mahoney), an alcoholic novelist 
lost in Hollywood (based on Wil- 
liam Faulkner), only to discover 
his idol is as phony as the estab- 
lishment Barton has been writing 
against. His hotel neighbor, Char- 
lie Meadows (an exhilarating per- 
formance by TV’s John Good- 
man), keeps intruding upon his 
privacy. Charlie is the Common 
Man incarnate, but Barton re- 
fuses to listen to any of his stories. 

Just when you thought the film 
was going to be a clever satire on 
the Hollywood system, it climaxes 
w ‘th a grisly murder. Soon, half 
the cast is killed, and a serial killer 
runs rampant through Hollywood. 
In the end, Barton is left with a 



box that may or may not contain a 
severed head (which may or may 
not be his own), wandering a 
beach, completely defeated by 
friends and Hollywood. All of this 
leaves Barton, and the rest of us, 
at a loss as to what it means. 

A key to understanding the 
very complex shenanigans is re- 
vealed only after repeated view- 
ings. Without giving too much 
away, it seems someone has 
pulled his head inside out and 
opened it into a hotel where 
someone is not entirely welcome. 

In addition, Barton’s private 
life may or may not be the wres- 
tling picture he is writing itself. 
Barton may represent the Jew on 
the eve of World War II, and the 
Common Man the brute that will 
kill six million of his kind. Your 
interpretation is as good as mine. 

Like any great yet oblique 
piece of art, the film does not give 
any clear defined answers. It titil- 
lates, entertains (above all, the 
movie is hilarious), and points in 
the direction the creators want 
you to go. Barton Fink hasn’t a 
lot of heart. In fact, during the 
only affectionate scene, the cam- 
era shies away and disappears 
down a drainpipe. 

But you should see it for what 



it says. Not that I know exactly 
what it says, but I do know its im- 
ages speak volumes. See it and try 
to forget the scene of a man run- 
ning down the hotel hallway 
which is engulfed in flames Or 
the portrait of the bathing beauty 
looking out into the ocean. Or the 
box, These images won’t escape 
you; they burn a hole in your 
head. 

As of this writing, The Fisher 
King is the number one movie in 
America. Flocks of college stu- 
dents have seen it and buzzed 
about it on campus. Barton Fink 
seems to have passed everyone 
by, not that it is a movie for every- 
one. But to see it, the images, the 
confusion and madness, has to be 
one of the more essential experi- 
ences of movie-going. 

Don’t get me wrong. The 
Fisher King was a wonderful life- 
affirming picture. Without guilt, I 
was lulled into an entertaining 
sleep. But I’m still thinking about 
Barton Fink, It plays like a fork 
on the brain. It is essential movie- 
making. 

Ernest Vecchione 



RAMBLING ROSE 

Martha Coolidge, Dir. 
(New Line Cinema) 

WARNING: THIS IS AN IN- 
TELLIGENT MOVIE. If you can 
not sit through a movie such as 
this, then please scan down to the 
review of Freddy’s Dead or some 
other regurgitated crap. 

If you haven’t heard much 
about this movie (or anything at 
all), that’s because this is one of 
those flicks that’s promoted to 
death for one week on FOX-29, 
then dropped completely for an- 
other film of the week. 

Nevertheless, this movie has 
stayed around long enough for 
me to get my ass in gear and see 
it. After watching Rambling Rose, 
I found out why it has stayed in 
theaters as long as it has. 

Laura Dern plays Rose, a 
beautiful, dim-witted blonde who 
always gets her man. Then again, 
there are so many men, and there 
is so little time. Rose comes to 
live at the home of Mother and 
Daddy (Diane Ladd and Robert 
Duvall) as a housekeeper and 
nanny. Her wild ways catch up 
with her when she hooks up with 
one guy too many. 

Lukas Haas plays Buddy, the 
13 year-old son who comes of age 

Continued on p&ge 19 
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the rest of the house was used for the 
student residents. 

In 1937, President Bunce (sound fa- 
miliar?) moved in and when he retired in 
1952, President Robinson and his wife 
moved in. Dr. Chamberlain lived there 
from 1968- 1971, when he moved out 
with his family. The house was then used 
as a conference center until 1984, when 
Dr. James and his family moved in. 

Approximately three years ago the 
Hollybush Restoration Committee was 
formed. The committee’s goal was to re- 



ting on and divided it. Forty-five acres 
were subdivided into streets and building 
lots, and the remaining fifty-five acres 
(along with the house) were sold to the 
state of New Jersey in 1917 as the sight 
for a new teachers school. 

The college was founded in 1923. The 
Whitney mansion (as it was then called) 
was renovated for use as the president’s 
house and a girls’ dormitory. The then- 
President Jerohn J. (he’s going to have a 
library named after him someday) Savitz 
occupied two rooms on the first floor and 
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ers were finished, it was time for the infa- 
mous Summit Room! Our attention was 
immediately drawn to a huge, beautiful 
bookcase that took up the better part of 
one wall. The bookcase was filled with 
impressive books donated by Dr. Bole 
(who had yet to add “administration” to 
his name). 

After examining the bookcase, we ex- 
plored the rest of the history-making 
room. The remaining walls contained 
various pictures of President Lyndon B. 
Johnson, Soviet Premier Aleksei Kosy- 
gin, Foreign Minister Andrei A. Gro- 
myko, Dr. Robinson and others. These 
picture-bearing walls surrounded two 
chairs and a table that symbolized the 
ones that Johnson and Kosygin used in 
June of 1967 to discuss ways of heading 
off nuclear war. During the summit, over 
500 million television viewers in over 20 
countries were focused on Hollybush 
Mansion. 

The remaining rooms were more 
functional than decorative. A hallway, 
bathroom and kitchen, completed our 
circle back to the dining room. The com- 
bination kitchen/eating area is the only 
room on the first floor that Dr. James 
uses on a daily basis. His real living quar- 
ters are on the second and third floors 
(which we did not get to see). Today, the 
first floor of the mansion is used only for 
faculty dinners and entertaining (or for 
the occasional Venue tour). 

As we left Hollybush, with Bea smil- 
ing and waving goodbye, we took another 
glance at the mansion. With a new out- 
look it seemed a little smaller, a little 
homier, a little.,.. Hey, wait a minute, we 
never got our coffee! □ 



in some closet in the art department) and 
replaced it with a mirror. 

We entered the hallway, which was as 
impressive as any room in the house. The 
most eye-catching pieces, however, were 
the stained glass above the door, an orig- 
inal life-sized sculpture and the huge 
staircase. 

The next room was the “rec room” or 
music room. It contained pieces like an 
antique pump organ, and 
the only piece of furni- 
ture original to the house, 
an antique secretary/desk 
that belonged to the 
Whitney family. Above 
the fireplace is a large 
portrait of Dr. Bunce. It’s 
believed that the Whitney 
family used this room for 
entertainment and relax- 
ation, similar to our dens 
or TV rooms today. 

Our hostess, Ms. Bea 
Schwartz, secretary of the 
Hollybush Restoration 
Committee, then led us 
into the parlor. The 
pieces in this room were 
beautiful. The “center- 
piece” of the room was a 
huge Bible standing on a 
podium. The red velvet 
curtains and red velvet 
couch were also very eye- 
catching. This room con- 
tained a portrait of Dr. 
Robinson hanging above 
the fireplace. The two 
men (Bunce and Robin- 
son) looked amazingly 
similar to each other. Co- 
incidence? 

Now that the appetiz- 
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started in the dining room 
where Rusty, Dr. James’ 
dog, lay basking in the sun 
coming in from the win- 
dow. The room is huge 
(about the size of three 
Mimosa rooms), with an 
Oriental rug running the 
length of it. The room is 
almost complete; however, 
the society wants to replace the dining 
room table with one from the era. 

This room also contains the “terrible 
ugly man frame,” an ornate gold picture 
frame donated by% man from the area. 
The history of this frame is rather amus- 
ing. When the society received it, it had a 
picture of a “terrible ugly man” (the guy 
who donated the frame) in it. The society 
removed the picture (it can now be found 
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$ How To Survive $ 
On Ten Dollars A Week 
$ And Love If! $ 

by Ellysa A. Stern 



To most college students, poverty is not a stranger. Speaking for myself, I can 
positively say that lately, poverty has become less and less of a stranger and more 
like an annoying friend who never leaves my side. In our recession stricken econ- 
omy, it has become harder and harder to live comfortably and still have money left 
over. It is during limes such as this that we need to learn how to live inexpensively 
and unextravagantly, adapting our lifestyle to our wallet size. My wallet is pres- 
ently measuring a svelte size three, holding only ten dollars and a Hawaiian Punch 
coupon. To the impoverished novice this may not seem like much, but with a little 

creativity and a big appetite for ketchup, you too can live comfortably on ten dol- 
lars a week! 

You will find, as this article progresses, that my plan for “small change survival” 
is sort of reminiscent of one of those hyped-up diet programs, like Nulri-System. 
esc lets are always touting the fact that you can eat whatever you want! (as 

™ 8 t^ S ° ut of deh y drated tofu) On my plan, EAT and DRINK LIKE A 

KING... FOR PENNIES A DAY! 



TRULY POOR X|P #1-1 will only 
write two words. MAD DOG. Cheap and 
plentiful. I guarantee that one bottle of 
the “Punch of Punks” will last you at 
least a week. (Last summer my boyfriend 
and I nursed along a bottle of Kiwi- 
Lemon Mad Dog for almost two weeks.) 
The best thing about Mad Dog (besides 
its whimsical name) is the taste. Well, 
maybe not. But what other fine wine 
comes in flavors like orange, grape, and 
pink grapefruit? Just take a few swigs be- 
fore heading out to the bars and laugh at 
your friends as they plunk down dollar 
after dollar for watered down drinks! Ap- 
proximate cost: $2.50 

TRULY POOR TIP #2-1 have my 
own personal Bible when it comes to the 
sorts of foods that I will eat. What is the 
name of my Bible, you ask? Well, I’ll tell 
you. It’s entitled WENDY’S SUPER 
VALUE MENU. A veritable smorgas- 
bord of 99c pleasures. Worth noting are 
the “Biggie” frosties (can last you two or 
three days if you try) and the “Biggie” 
French fries. Who says cold French fries 
aren’t good? Not this gal! Pop a few of 
your leftover fries into the freezer for an 
icy taste treat or better yet, throw a few 
into your ice cube tray, fill with water, 
wait, and VOILA! Ice cubes that are 
both nourishing to you and cooling to 
your drinks! 

TRULY POOR TIP #3-1 like to call 
this handy tip “The Ketchup Cure” as it 
involves everyone’s favorite tomato prod- 
uct, and it is a sure cure for the hungries! 
Simply gather a hundred or so of those 



little cafeteria ketchup packets and 
empty them as quickly as you can into 
your mouth, one after the other. 

This tip reminds me of an amusing an- 
ecdote from my past: I used to work in a 
dingy little cafC that was frequented by 
many transients, indigents and rugrats. 
One of my more vivid memories of that 
place involved watching one of our regu- 
lar customers squeeze a plastic bottle of 
ketchup into his mouth until it was 
empty. His hunger sated, he then stag- 
gered off, clutching his jug of codeine 
cough syrup. Just goes to show you that a 
wise man always knows that condiments 
can be depended on for good eatin’! 

Here are some other well-tested nug- 
gets of advice for those of you struggling 
to make ends meet... 

DO’S & DONTS FOR FINANCIALLY 
STRAPPED STUDENTS 

-DO eat out of the bulk food bins in 
the supermarket when no one’s looking. 
NOTE: The gummy bears are especially 
satisfying and filling. 

- DONT eat at the snack bar or cafe- 
teria unless you have a meal card or are 
loading up on mustard and relish pack- 
ets. 

—DO try and work the Earth’s natural 
gifts into your daily meals. Example: 
Acorns make a wonderful and seasonally 
appealing cupcake topping. 

-DO eat lots of cough drops. Cheap 
caloric, and you’ll never have bad breath 
again! (at least not in this decade) 




Clip, color green and use.... 



-DONT throw away that moldy 
bread! Come on, a cure for your cold and 
a hearty meal! 

—DO walk around with a constant 
4 lost starving puppy” look on your face 
and just WATCH your friends start buy- 
ing the beer and treating you to lunch! 

-DO scam the supermarket cashier. 
Approach the check-out counter with 
$10 worth of food and only $9 in your 
pocket. When informed by the cashier 
that you are short one dollar, look 
around helplessly and say, “How about if 
I bring you the dollar tomorrow? I’m so 
sorry.” Then never darken that grocer’s 
doorstep again. 

— DONT turn up your nose at beer 
that has been “ashed” in with someone’s 
cigarette! As the old saying goes, “Beer 
is Beer is Beer!” 

—DO get lots of charge cards. You 
won’t mind paying off $5000 worth of 
Denny’s meals 10 years from now, will 
you? Naaah. 

—DO call people collect. A LOT 

—DO get a job as a waiter or waitress 
and eat whatever your customers leave 
on their plates. Use this handy guideline 
when chowing on hand-me-down cuisine. 

Continued on p«0 e 19 
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During the summer of 1961, four 
young boys, one a future writer, set out 
from a small town called Castle Rock, 
Maine, to see the dead body of a boy hit 
by a train. 

In the late 70s, a rapist-killer kept the 
town in fear until he was stopped by 
Sheriff George Bannerman and a hap- 
less psychic named John Smith. 

A few years later, Bannerman and a 
few other people were killed by a rabid 
Saint Bernard, who was killed himself by 
a grieving mother \ijtth a bat. 

These are just small portions of the 
interesting history of a fictional town vis- 
ited numerous times by horror novelist 
Stephen King and his legion of readers. 
However, all things, good and bad, must 
come to an end, and that's just w'hat hap- 
pens to Castle Rock. King’s new novel, 
Needful Things, is billed as “The last 
Castle Rock story,” w'hich, of course, it is. 

A new- curio shop is opening in town, 
called Needful Things. There’s some- 
thing in it for everyone, as long as they 
cough up a little bit of cash and agree to 
play “harmless” pranks on people. 

Brian Rusk, an innocent kid with a 
crush on his speech teacher, purchases 
what seems to be a rare ’56 Sandy 
Koufax baseball card with signature, and 
unwittingly sets off a deadly chain of 
events. 

You see, the owner, Leland Gaunt, is 
a bad dude, looking for a few souls and a 
place to call Hell. He repeatedly cons the 
townspeople he can get alone into pull- 
ing ruthless tricks on others, thus lighting 
the fires under already angry people. In a 
matter of days, it leads to murder and 
confusion for Bannerman’s replacement, 
Allen Pangborn (You may have met him 
in The Dark Half) 

By the time the shop has been in busi- 
ness one week in early October, chaos is 
at hand. Not only is everybody pissed-off 
enough for violence, a huge riot is about 
to occur consisting of a temperamental 
priest, a fanatical reverend, and their 



overzealous followers. If that isn’t bad 
enough, Gaunt has enlisted a paranoid 
councilman and a middle-aged ex-con 
(Ace Merrill, once Castle Rock’s most 
famous teenage hood) to blow up several 
of the town’s landmarks. 

There are plot twists too numerous to 
mention in this bloated, 700 page work, 
but the characters are deep and not with- 
out motive. Widowed Sheriff Pangborn 
and his lover, arthritis-cursed Polly Chal- 
mers make sympathetic protagonists, 
both with a tragic past and an uncerain 
future. One tends to care for these peo- 
ple as if they were real. 

Can Pangborn and his bungling depu- 
ties solve the puzzle and run Gaunt out 
of town? Or, is the town doomed to sink 
into hell? All I can tell you is that you 
won’t be hearing more from King about 
Castle Rock. 

King has provided us with an im- 
perfect, sometimes clumsy, but ulti- 
mately satisfying novel. So, cut a few 
classes and pick it up... not to throw 
clichds at you, but you won’t be able to 
put it down. 

Castle Rock is dead... long live the 
King! 

Dave Evans 



Prime Cuts 

Continued from page 9 

Who am I to say 
What needs to be done 
I'm just nobody 
Another lost one 
Caught between what's left 
And what needs to be done 
He is still talking to people on a 
level that most can understand and 
relate to, but it just doesn’t seem to 
blow you away at first. 

Overall, the album is well worth 
making the trip to your local record 
store for. There is only one song out 
of the ten that I’m not too fond of, 
but I won’t mention its name. I’ll let 
you make up your own mind. 

With Whenever We Wanted, 
Mellencamp seems to be having a 
little more fun with his music these 
days and in turn, he seems to be 
happier with it. And whether you 
are a John Cougar, John Cougar 
Mellencamp or John Mellencamp 
fan, you too will be happy with his 
music and his new album. 

Jeff Bosie 



Ten Dollars 

Continued from page 18 

Untouched mozzarella sticks are 
GOOD! Half-eaten bowls of oatmeal are 
NOT. 

Most of all, DON’T lose your sense of 
creativity! One weekend when I was 



faced with only a box of spaghetti and a 
bottle of maple syrup in my cupboard, I 
ate like a princess and made a neat 
“artsy-craftsy” pasta “haystack” using my 
syrup as a paste. 

With a lot of ingenuity and a little 
hard work, YOU TOO can live and enjoy 
yourself on only ten dollars a week! 
Good luck and happy eating! □ 



Cinema Scoping 

Continued from page 13 

when Rose starts working in his 
home. I, for one, was shocked to 
see “little boy Lukas” from the 
movie Witness transformed into a 
perverted kid who ought to have 
his mouth washed out with soap. 
Regardless, he did a fine job and 
we should hopefully see more of 
him soon. 

Dern, Ladd, and Duvall are all 
worthy of Oscar nominations. 
They did outstanding jobs and de- 
serve the highest recognition. 

Adapted from the book by Cal- 
der Willingham, Rambling comes 
out smelling like a rose. The prob- 
ability of this movie still being in 
theaters is slim and none — and 
slim left town. But please, rent this 
movie or see it on cable. 

Sharon Herbert 



Hubcap Guy 

Continued from page 11 

“I never heard of a Dilly before I 
found this cap. But I suppose the car ex- 
isted at one time,” he said laughingly, 
with his leathery hands placed in the 
pockets of his pants. 

“But these rare caps are strictly con- 
versation pieces and such. They’re not 
for sale unless someone gives the right 
price,” he said gesturing towards one of 
his prized caps. 

Lester won’t give the average going 
price of his hubcaps. He feels that might 
damage business in some way. 

“But I just might charge a person 
from 10 to 15 dollars for a hubcap which 
might not be worth that much officially,” 
he stated with a furrowed brow. “But I 
figure, if I have a hubcap in my place for 
10 to 20 years, I’m entitled to charge for 
storage,” he stated, breaking into a smile. 

#$***$*** 

A Cadillac rumbles into the driveway 
of Lester’s shop and parks behind the 
hubcap pyramid. The car’s left rear tire is 
missing a cap. 

With his attention focused on the 
Cadillac, Lester wanders over to the car, 
ready to sell his w ares. □ 
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